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April 1751-Jnly 1753)
y/rti'o torn Itiying it on too thick (No dato ; in Verse).—"Marcus AuroliuB wnB wont to"—(Well, we know who that is : What of Marcus,
then?)------"A certain lover of his glory" (stilt in verte) spoko "once, at
Supper, of n magnanimity of Marcus's ;—at which Marcus" (flattery too thick) "nithor gloomed, and sat quite silent,—which was another fine saying of his " (endt verm, itartt prose) :
" Pardon, Sire, some hearts that arc full of yon 1 To justify myself, I dare supplicate your Majesty to give one glance at this Letter (Hues pono.il-mnrkod), which has just oomo from M. do (Jhiiuvellu, Nephew of the fiimoiiB (iurdu-det-Siiettua. Your Majesty cannot gloom at him, writing those from the fulnoBS of hia heart; nor ut me, who "—Pooh ; no, then ! Perhaps do you a nioho again,—poor restless follow !'
1'otmlam 1'aliwn (No dale): Wire, may I change my room? * * "I ascend to your ante-chambers, to find HOIUO one by whom 1 may ask permission to Bpcnk with you. I find nobody; 1 have to return :" und wliat I wanted wait this, "your protection for my (S'i'<W« de Louis (luulorxe, which I am ahout to print in Ilorllu." Surely,—but also this :
"I am miM'L'llj I am a Hick man horn. And willml I am obliged to work, nlmiwt as much ns your Mnjonty. I pans tho whole clay alone. If you would permit that I might Hliii't to the Apiirtmont next the one I have,- -to Umt where General Hrodow slept last winter,— I Hhould work more cominodioiiHly. My Secretary (C.'ollini) and I could work together there. 1 should hnvo a little more Bun, which is a great point for mo,—Only the wliim of a Hick man, perhaps ! Well, oven HO, your Majesty will have pity on it. You promised to make mo happy."'
I «unpe.c.t tlint I am suspected (No date).—"Slro, if I am not brief, forgive mo. Yt«ntorday the faithful D'Argot told mo with sorrow that in ParlH people wore talking of your Poom." Horrible; lint, oh Siro,— mo?—"I showed him the eighteen Letters that 1 received yesterday. They are from <'rnli/,," all about Flimiice, no blabbing there 1 "Permit mo to now! you IIHW the 1/tHt «ix from my Nleco, niimborcd by Iior own hand" (no forgery, no HiipprCBsion); "deign to cant your eyes on the places I have underlined, where B)IO speaks of your Majesty, of D'Argons, of Potsdam, of D'Ammon" (to whom fiho can't bo Phyllis, Innocent being) \-Man cher Voltairei, must I again do Homo niclia upon yon, then ? Tie nemo tin-canister to your too-sensitive tail? What an element you